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Speed swimmer 
It's not easy to concentrate on account-
ing when your youngster is just a 
couple of miles across town swimming 
for the big prize—a trip to the Olympic 
Games in Mexico City. But that is 
what John E. Skrifvars, Los Angeles 
partner, tried to do at the end of 
August. If his attention wandered a 
bit from his H&S work, other parents 
will understand. John was thinking of 
his daughter Lynn, a 17-year-old senior 
at Warren High School in Downey, 
California, who spent much of the time 
from August 24 to 28 at the Los An-
geles Swim Stadium with other racers 
competing for places on the United 
States women's Olympic swimming 
team. 
While John Skrifvars went to work 
each morning at the H&S Los Angeles 
Office, Mrs. Skrifvars accompanied 
Lynn to the pool. Elimination heats 
were scheduled for the mornings; af-
ternoon finals in each event deter-
mined who would travel to the Mexico 
City games. The family arrangement 
was that if Lynn's time in her morning 
heat should qualify her for the final, 
then John Skrifvars would get away 
from the office for an hour or two in 
the afternoon in order to see her com-
pete in the showdown race. 
Lynn swam in clockings that were 
her lifetime best in each of the three 
events she entered—the 200-meter free-
style and the 100- and 200-meter back-
stroke. But other girls swam a bit 
faster, and Lynn qualified for the af-
ternoon final in only one event, the 
200-meter backstroke. Her father re-
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ceived the news by telephone and went 
to the pool in the afternoon to see Lynn 
finish sixth, 3.8 seconds behind the 
winner, Pokey Watson, whose time 
bettered the listed world record. 
Although she did not make the 
Olympic team this year, Lynn per-
formed remarkably well at the Los 
Angeles trials. Her 200-meter back-
stroke time, 2:28.1, was 2.4 seconds 
faster than her best previous time. 
Lynn's coach, Don Gambril of Long 
Beach, brought her training along in 
stages so her peak performance in both 
freestyle and backstroke events would 
be at the Olympic try outs. Other 
coaches and swimmers did likewise— 
with the result that seven world rec-
ords were bettered in five days of 
swimming races that were nothing 
short of sensational. Sherman Chavoor, 
coach of the U.S. women's Olympic 
swimming team, said at the end: "This 
is the greatest women's team ever as-
sembled." George Haines, the men's 
team coach, added: "I've never seen a 
meet like this one. " 
Now back in school and planning to 
enter UCLA next year, Lynn is also 
pointing toward the World Student 
Games to be held next summer in 
Spain. She trains hard, working out 
twice daily seven days a week and 
swimming at least 12,000 meters (more 
than 7 miles) a day, when she can. She 
is a tall, slim girl (5' 8", 125 lbs.) who 
does well in her school work, but has 
little time for recreation not connected 
with her swimming. Unlike other girl 
swimmers of national standing, many 
of whom have been swimming com-
petitively since they were tots, Lynn 
has been competing for only four years. 
"We pretty much let Lynn alone, 
and don't push her," Mrs. Skrifvars 
says. "She decides herself how much 
she wants to give to her swimming." 
About coming close to the Olympic 
Games, but missing the trip, Lynn's 
mother said: "She took it beautifully. 
I think her father and I were more 
crushed than she was." 
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Suspense story 
William J. Trainer, Jr., Philadelphia 
senior assistant accountant, is slowly 
recovering from what he calls his 
"Sartomer Vault Experience." 
As he was searching for some rec-
ords in a dark corner of a client's vault, 
the sudden clang of the vault door sent 
a cold chill up his spine. He heard the 
clicking sound of the lock and knew 
he was sealed tight in that airless cub-
icle. He suppressed his fear of suffoca-
tion . . . this could not be happening to 
him, a harmless auditor. When reason 
had conquered his fear, he took a quiv-
ering breath and flung himself against 
the vault door, pounding with damp 
fists until his knuckles were raw. 
An eternity of seconds passed be-
fore he heard murmurs through the 
thick steel doors. And then he heard 
the clicking sound again. When the 
door swung open, a sweet-looking old 
lady twittered, "Oh, we locked the 
auditor in the vault!" The entire office 
staff started to laugh. 
The villain, Sartomer Resins, Inc. of 
Essington, Pennsylvania, is really a 
very friendly company, Bill assures us. 
They are manufacturers of monomers 
(chemicals used in making plastics, 
rubber and synthetics) and polymers 
(powders used in dental manufacture, 
principally plates and teeth). In be-
tween, they lock auditors in vaults. 
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H&S cameraman 
The gaucho, pride of the Pampas, is 
fast disappearing from the Argentine. 
But this hardy horseman, individualis-
tic, fatalistic, and closely bound to the 
soil, has left behind much of the color 
and romance that emanated from his 
Spanish/Moorish/Indian ancestry. 
To capture some of that color Wil-
bur D. Harris, Executive Office partner 
in South American practice coordina-
tion, brought his movie camera with 
him to the gaucho fiesta and doma (rid-
ing of wild horses) at Magdelena, 
Argentina. 
Will and his family were the guests 
of Rafael E. Lobos, partner in DPH&S 
Buenos Aires, at the estancia belonging 
to Raf's uncle. Within the park formed 
by the estancia's surrounding wind-
break of shaggy eucalyptus trees and 
stately Lombardy poplars, red and yel-
low bandanas snapped crisply in the 
steady breeze. And Will's camera 
focused on the wild riot of color and 
texture. The guests, almost all dressed 
in authentic Argentine gaucho attire, 
showed glinting silver belts, richly pol-
ished leather boots, soft felt hats called 
chambergos with turned up brims, 
baggy pantaloons trimmed with lace 
and rough, red wool ponchos banded 
and fringed. 
The tense excitement of the doma 
reminded Will of North American 
rodeos . . . with differences. In the Ar-
gentine, horses are tied to a post and 
blindfolded. After the contestant is 
mounted and the tackle adjusted, the 
blindfold and rope are removed and 
the wild ride begins. Since there were 
no fences at this doma, mounted police 
kept the spectators several hundred 
feet from the hitching posts. Observers 
on horseback were permitted closer, 
however—about 30-40 feet from the 
hitching posts, between the posts and 
the spectators. "Of course," said Will, 
"the riders were instructed to ride the 
horses away from the crowd." 
Raf, who knew the police, was able 
to get Will and his camera really close 
to the action. With Kenneth A. Boadle, 
special representative at the Buenos 
Aires Office, Will and Raf bravely ad-
vanced to the riders' area where Will 
was able to take some pretty exciting 
footage. 
Then one of the horses, obviously 
not one to obey orders, came thunder-
ing toward the astonished cameraman 
and his crew. With a lively pace our 
H&S trio sought safer ground. They 
made i t . . . nothing injured but their 
dignity. 
Will grudgingly admitted he was 
the first to retreat. But with good rea-
son. "I had the camera on 'zoom,'" he 
explained, "and in my view finder that 
horse looked awfully close!" 
Rochester golf gallery 
Humorist Stephen Leacock claimed 
that "golf may be played on Sunday, 
not being a game within the view of 
the law, but being a form of moral ef-
fort." Disagreeing with Mr. Leacock, 
we claim that golf is a game but admit 
that the zest of a true golf enthusiast, 
his dedication to the game and his in-
terest in its promotion add stature to 
the popular sport. 
And H&S Rochester has a full gal-
lery of golf devotees—the U.S. Open 
Championship at the Oak Hill Country 
Club early last summer proved that. 
Dick Doster, Denny Fox and Gordon 
Goldman, all staffmen with the Roches-
ter Office, served as volunteer cashiers 
during the Open. While Dick sold 
$3,200 worth of tickets to spectators, 
Denny, the eager volunteer, admits he 
tried to sell a ticket to Jack Nicklaus. 
Gordon claims his assignment as cash-
ier for food tickets to the players was 
very interesting. Located at the locker 
room, he swapped tickets for auto-
graphs and proudly displays his collec-
tion: Arnold Palmer, Julius Boros, Don 
January and Bert Yancey. 
Meanwhile, at the 18th hole, tourna-
ment marshal (and partner in charge of 
the Rochester Office) D. Robert Nichol-
son was insuring an interruption-free 
game for the players. Responsible for 
gallery control, the Open's voluntary 
marshals, some armed with walkie-
talkies, kept the crowds behind the 
lines, maintained audience silence and 
provided adequa te room for the 
golfers. 
Even Mary Rowe, Bob Nicholson's 
secretary, has a story to tell about the 
tournament. Trying to reach Bob at 
Oak Hill, Mary was immediately con-
nected with the starter's desk. She told 
the starter she was Mr. Nicholson's 
secretary and that it was important she 
reach him. The starter told her that her 
boss was outside hitting some balls and 
that as soon as he finished he would be 
able to talk with her. 
Soon Mary heard a strange voice on 
16 the wire asking, "Is this long distance?" 
"No," Mary replied. "Is this Bob Nich-
olson?" "No," said the voice, "this is 
Jack." "Jack Nicholson?", said Mary. 
"No, Jack Nicklaus," said the voice. 
"Well, you're not my boss," Mary 
spluttered, slightly ruffled. And Jack 
Nicklaus replied with a chuckle, "I 
guess I'm not." 
International artist 
New York banks have been hanging 
Rose Marie Ainslies lately. And Rose 
Marie, flourishing a busy paint brush, 
has celebrated her sixth entry in the 
Wall Street Art Association's semi-
annual exhibitions which are usually 
displayed in the downtown area. 
An Executive Office secretary who 
was for some time in the International 
Department, Mrs. Ainslie has been a 
member of the art association for four 
years. Both amateurs and professionals 
are admitted to membership. "You be-
come a professional by tacking a price 
tag on your work," said Rose Marie, 
who prefers to remain an amateur. 
"I'm strictly a Sunday painter," she 
added with a smile. 
Rose Marie's paintings are beauti-
fully executed pieces with an aura of 
serenity or nostalgia. This is because 
she paints what she has feelings for 
and about. Dead End, her most recent 
entry in the association's exhibition, is 
a realistic landscape like most of Rose 
Marie's paintings. It was copied from 
a photograph of a little village near 
Avignon in southern France, a place 
she had visited when living in Paris. 
The daughter of a French father 
and Mexican mother, Rose Marie was 
born in Mexico, raised in France and 
educated in England. Her husband 
was Mexican ambassador to the Neth-
erlands at the time of their marriage, 
but when war broke out they moved to 
Mexico. 
"Perhaps traveling salesman would 
have been a more appropriate job for 
me," said Rose Marie, who has a daugh-
ter and son living in Mexico, another 
son in Germany and two daughters in 
the United States. "Then I would get a 
chance to keep up with my far-flung 
family." 
Rose Marie fondly remembers her 
life in Mexico. She lived in both 
Mexico City and Cuernavaca, which 
she calls "paradise on earth." But what 
about the earthquakes? "They did 
frighten me at first," she admitted. 
"But Mexico City is built on a lake and 
when you shake like jello you don't 
split. Of course, the quakes always 
scared the tourists." 
After her husband's death, Rose 
Marie went to work as a freelance in-
terpreter and translator. She speaks 
flawless, beautifully accented English 
and is equally fluent in French and 
Spanish. She soon found her popularity 
as an interpreter growing. "People I 
had translated for would tell their 
friends an d . . . " Rose Marie concluded 
with a Gallic shrug. But the erratic life 
of a freelance soon lost its appeal and 
she came to work for DPH&S in the 
Mexico City Office. 
Since transferring to the H&S Ex-
ecutive Office, Rose Marie has found 
her linguistic skill valuable. During her 
years as an International Department 
secretary, she was often called upon to 
translate correspondence from French 
or Spanish to English and she was, at 
times, a telephone interpreter. 
And of course on Sunday afternoons, 
Rose Marie sets up her easel on the 
terrace of her Brooklyn Heights apart-
ment and loses herself for hours in the 
pleasant occupation of an artist. • 
